fear and sorrow the asuras  twain Have  hemmed us  all  around; But their deadly  hordes to us  are naught! Though many blights and  ills and  death Do besiege us to take  our nectar  away; Thou  hast given  us the  alms  of  Life -Set in  a megapolis  body  called !
The  asuric enemies ever besiege The many - chambered mighty fort! Blocking the course of the  river of life, They seek to waste all  our strength ! The  halls of the  mind  full  effulgent They shell  and batter  ruthlessly; We'll  sing thy praise  in  song  and  hymn, Destroy our foes  and  preserve  us, Mother !
Thy Grace we seek,' so that justice .And  righteousness may endure for ever; Our golden  shrines and  goodly  women Our prattling  infants,  our harvest fields, Our sheep and  kine and horses too,—
That   all   thpsft   mav Wftll   nrotfiotfid   be. Thou'rt the  perennial fount of  Grace Gushing forth fervour  and   light;humanity. Judged even by this :andard, there is no doubt that Subrahmania Bharati will 3 chaished novv and hereafter as one of the sovereign id nsctarean voices of our spaceship Earth, one of the •oph3t3 and post-legislators of our Planetary Age".
